
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
SOLITAIRE 

When night drifts along the streets of the city, 
And sifts down between the uneven roofs, 
My mind begins to peek and peer. 
It plays at ball in old, blue Chinese gardens, 
And shakes wrought dice-cups in Pagan temples, 
Amid the broken flutings of white pillars. 
It dances with purple and yellow crocuses in its hair, 
And its feet shine as they flutter over drenched grasses. 
How light and laughing my mind is, 

When all the good folk have put out their bed-room candles, 
And the city is still! 



RED SLIPPERS 

Red slippers in a shop-window ; and outside in the street, 
flaws of gray, windy sleet! 

Behind the polished glass the slippers hang in long 
threads of red, festooning from the ceiling like stalactites of 
blood, flooding the eyes of passers-by with dripping color, 
jamming their crimson reflections against the windows of cabs 
and tram-cars, screaming their claret and salmon into the 
teeth of the sleet, plopping their little round maroon lights 
upon the tops of umbrellas. 
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